
The Whispering Gallery
In Which Gertrude Atherton Acquaints Us
With the Alpine School of Fiction, and in
Which We Climb Up and Look Around a
Bit Ourself.

By DONALD ADAMS.

Gertrude atherton has
just put forth one of the most

entertaining literary theories
we have encountered for some time.
It concerns her diagnosis of what is
the matter with fiction writing in the
United States to-day.
When we came upon her article in

The Bookman we were greatly puz¬
zled by its title, "The Alpine School
of Fiction." We couldn't figure that
out at all, and so we had to read the
article. We found that Mrs. Ather¬
ton wasn't thinking of mountain
climbing or of the poem "Excelsior,"
or of a new short story course, but
was using the word literally to des¬
ignate a racial stock which bears
that name in the text books of an¬

thropology.
Upon this racial stock she places

the blame for wliat sho believes is
the failure of our young novelists
to faithfully dcpict the American
scene. The Alpine strain, which to¬

day largely peoples France, Ger¬
many, Austria, Hungary, Czecho¬
slovakia, Poland and Russia, and
has contributed much material to the
American melting pot, is greatly in¬
ferior in quality, Mrs. Atherton
thinks, to the Nordic itrain that
founded the republic. So, she says,
are the Mediterranean peoples who
form another largo element in our
later immigration.
The superior Nordic strain of the

British, Scandinavian and Huguenot
elements of our population is being
submerged by the baser racial groups.
Tho Nordics, anthropologically
ppeaking, are dolichocephalic (longi
skulled) people; the Alpines and Med¬
iterraneans are brachycephalic
(broad skulled). The Nordics are

physically superior, the best adapted
to war and government, the strong¬
est In initiative and achivement, and
our literature is suffering, Mrs. Ath¬
erton insists, because we are not
paying more attention to the part
they have in our composition.

Main Street, &c.
*
fTl HE trouble with "Brass" ana
X "Main Street," and "Zell" and
'Three Soldiers," to which she re¬

fers directly, is that they are con¬

cerned with the inferior element of
.?ur population, that -they ignore the
L»et>t there is in America. She finds
r.o worthy characters in the books of
the middle Western novelists who
.seem to think they have discovered
the United States as a field for fic-1
tion. The loading figures in "Three
Soldiers" were "plain American
scum." If these men had been typl-
cal of the A. E. F. we would now be
ander German domination.
These novelists are continually

showing us persons, Mrs. Atherton
argues, who are ineffectual in life.
They are "the feeble puppets of cir¬
cumstance, miserable victims." The
Nordics havo initiative, have the
marrow and the bone to meet life on

its own terms, and we cannot ignore!
them in making a true picture of
American life. "If it were not for
Booth Tarkington," she says, "one
would be forced to the conclusion
(hat there was not an American of
old stock left in the Middle West."

She finds it praiseworthy (that
these writers have lied from ssnti-!
mentality, but unfortunate that "in
tho breathless hunt for the obverse
of lollypops they l»av» discovered
anly tadpoles." With the exception
of John Dos I'assos she does not ac¬

cuse the younger novelists of being
bmchycephalics themselves . only
occupyiiig themselves with broad in¬
stead of long skulls, and of yielding
to the pressure of a broad skulled
environment.
Her remedy for all this is less

psycho-analysis and more anthro¬
pology. "The reason," she explains,
.that so many novelists, brilliant in
style, profound and searching In
analysis, and sufficiently diverting in
action, leave the intelligent reader!
unsatisfied, is because the writer has!
trusted to his intuition and observa¬
tion, and is wholly ignoi-ant of the
science that would have steered him
with fewer stumbles through that
maze we call human nature. Human
nature is largely a matter of the
cephalic index."

Mrt. Atherton's Remedy.
OUK own feeling is that under

this heap of skulls, broad and
long. Mrs. Athertoa Las an idea with

which we are in fcearfy agreement
We are not much of an anthropolo¬
gist ourself, and experience great
difficulty in keeping the Cro-Mag-
non. Neanderthal and Pleistoceno
men in their proper sequence, even
after having read Wells's History.
We know that Mrs. Atherton has
made a hobl^y, perhaps we should say
a serious study, of anthropology. <

Nevertheless, we find it difficult to
believe that human nature is largely
a matter of the cephalic index. And
we find it equally difficult to find in
the anthropology textbooks a handy
guide to novel writing. There Tiave
been some pretty good novelists who
struggled along rather ignorant, we

are afraid, of the terms brachyce-
phalic and dolichocephalic. We
doubt if Thackeray knew them, or

when he sits down to write a novel,
if they enter often into the conscious¬
ness even of H. G. Wells.
We aro by no means convinced

that a man may not bo a dolichoce¬
phalic, and yet be a fairly decent
sort, even as a character in a novel.
And that in spite of the fact that we

are dolichocephalic ourself.
But we do not wish to obscure

Mrs. Atherton's indictment of *he
new realists by attempting to con¬

found her on an anthropological ba¬
sis. It is much more pleasant for us

to conceive of the Nordics as a su¬

perior race. It gives us something
to fall back upon and be cocky about
when all the other props are knocked
out from under us.

Besides, we are with her absolute¬
ly when she deplores the sort of hu¬
man material which is being used so

lavishly by the middle western real¬
ists. These characters may be broad
skulled or not, but they aro certainly
poor stuff. We are out of all pa¬
tience with their feverish self-ques¬
tioning, and their "habitual surrender
to the environment in which they are

cast, after much mouthing against
ft. But we do not believe Mrs. Ath¬
erton has cause* for so great alarm.
The deficiencies she finds will be sup¬
plied, and the same men will supply
them. Teople find it amusing ^o look
inte distorting mirrors at Coney Isl¬
and, but they do not have them in
their homes.

Poetry Below Par?

A I.SO in The Hook-man we found
its London correspondent,

"Simdn Pure," holding forth pessi¬
mistically. on the contemporary de¬
cline of poetry in Kngland. The war.

in lils opinion, gave a rather artifi¬
cial stimulus to poetry. Rupert
Brooke's death supplied a special im¬

petus to the movement. Then the
soldier poets came home. They had
not died, like Brooke, and the Avar as

a continued basis for material failed
them.

Since then, they have not been
successful in finding material. John
Drinkwatfr revived the 'historical
drama and led others to attempt It,
a movement which met with small
encouragement. Masefield wrote
"Reynard the Fox," and The nook-
man's correspondent looks to see the
younger English poets following him
up with other pictures of EnglisW
sport. Siegfried Sassoon is counsel¬
ing a slower rate of composition.

Because a successful volume of
poetry in Englknd sells at best 0,000
copies, moft of the young English
poets are taking to journalism, which
"Simon Ture*' regards as fatal, be¬
cause it takes too much out of t'hem.
He does not mention the possible
gat© receipts from a lecture, tour In
America, or the more extended sale
that is possible when American edi¬
tions are printed.

It does not seem surprising to us

that the young poets of England
should find it hard to write. They
had four years of the war, some of
them, and tiio process of readjust¬
ment was long. Those of them that
liavo a true gift will find themselves
again, and if it is strong enough, it
will survive even journalism. And
if it isn't stronge enough, it is better
that it should perish. A pretty good
novel may serve an idle hour, but a

pretty go<*l poem isn't worth the
postage stamp that carries it to a

magazine.
. . «

A Book to Own.

IT is fully fifteen years since we
read "The Three Myfketeers,"

and wc have not looked into it since.

When we saw Douglas Fairbanks'*
picture, we wanted to read it again,
and when we saw the other day a

copy of the Leloir edition which Ap-
pleton has just brought out, we were

set in our determination. Whoever
loves the story will want to have this
edition with the more than 200 spir¬
ited drawings by the late Maurice
Leloir. They have all the verve of
the narrative itself.

. . .

John Drinkwater.

AFTER all, this new collection by
John Drinkwater, "Seeds of

Time," gives some encouragement.
To us It holds more positive beauty
than w« have observed In his work
before. There is no practice w® ab¬
hor more thoroughly than quoting to
point a moral, pot-ms that are fine
things in themselves, but we are go¬
ing to risk it with this piece of
Drinkwater'a, which we would like to
see placed over the desk of every
creative writer who stops short of
giving the best there Is In him:
This be my i Uprimage and goal,
Dally to ma -ch ancLfind

The secret phrases of the soul,
The evangels of the mind.

While easy tongues are lightly heard.
Let me with them be great

Who still upon the perfect word
As heavenly fowlers wait.

In taverns none will I be seen
"But can my daemon teach
My cloudy thought to wash all clean

In the bright sun of speech.
. . «

Newspaper Stories.

IX company with W. A. Daven¬
port we have undertaken to

gather for publication a collection of
newspaper stories.not stories about
newspaper work, but an anthology
intended to preserve and make ac¬
cessible some of the fine work which
lias appeared in the American press.
The book is not to contain edi¬

torials or special articles. It is to con¬
sist of news stories. We are con¬
vinced tliat the American reporter
in the coarse of his daily, work has
turned out some things which do not
deserve the oblivion of yesterday's
newspaper and we arc making this
announcement because we are eager
to have the cooperation of others
who may have sometimes observed
a story which stood out from the
mass of the day's news. The field
to be covered is so vast that thor¬
ough personal research is impossible.
We must rely hugely on stories we

recall ourselves or that others re¬

member.

Present-day San Francisco
in a good detective story.

THE
MILLION-DOLLAR

SUITCASE
By ALICE MacGOWAN AND PERRY NEWBEPRY

Suppose a clever man plans for six years a dis¬
covery proof crime which, once committed, in- .

volves a second more dangerous crime, with detec¬
tion meaning ruin. Would he dare the second
crime? This situation is the main theme of this
intensely exciting detective story of present-day
San Francisco and its beautiful suburbs.

Second Printing, $1.75
A thrilling novel of prehistoric times.

IN THE
MORNING of TIME

By CHARkE' G. P. ROBERTS
- Author of "The Kindred of the Wild," cfc.

Wihen man first used fire and made his first bow
and arrow there was romance and great adventure
in the world. This novel of early man by a master

story teller is especially interesting just now when
people are reading so much about prehistoric
times. $1.90
Just PublishedI At AH Bookshops

Publishers FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY New Ym*

A striking pictim I

ipicB kmc »»«.* «
fill*

By Arthur D. H.wden So*k

[F you enjoy excitement and dancer *kj
thriHi^ escape*; if you like the in-
tricae of nations and the strife of men;

if yon thrill to the Indian's war whoop
and the white man's conquering cheer £.
if your heart is touched by the low

« that knows no bounds.-in short.'
'if you Kke a really top-notch*

story with action in every line,
here is the book for you.

at |1J>
BRENTANO'S
faUUwn.Not York

Will the American reading public turn a new work of literature into
a best seller?

The Editor of The Freeman doubts that Maria Chapdelaine
will ever be a best seller, or anything like it.BUT he urges

MARIA
CHAPDELAINE

By LOUIS HEMON
"upon our writers of fiction as the most encouraging phenomenon
of their time. M. Hfcmon appears as a true artist in virtue of the .

austere self-restraint, the classic severity and economy of language
which he employs in order appropriately to depict his great subjects.
A piece of truly classic work."

"It is beautiful, it is sublime; a pastoral as exquisite as any poet
% ever penned.".Rochester Democrat and Chronicle.

Will the reading public buy by the hundreds of thousands a book of
which the New York Post says:

"Surely the most beautiful piece of literature produced in or
about this continent for at least a generation."

Will the American bookseller push a classic to the same extent that
he will the ephemeral effusions of modern fiction?
" 'Maria Chapdelaine' is a thing of rare beauty.real litera¬

ture.". Boston Herald.
"A quiet and very beautiful story with a fine imaginative

power.".New York Times.
Reader.it's up to you to determine whether a book of real merit such as
"Maria Chapdelaine" can be widely sold.
.Bookseller it's up to you to sow "Maria Chapdelaine" broadcast and so
confirm and seal the appreciation of the American people for REAL
LITERATURE.

$2.00 at all bookstores.
THE MACMILLAN COMPANY

64-(>6 l iftli Avenue New York City


